THE TALE OF BENJAMIN BUNNY By Beatrix Potter

HE cat got up and stretched
herself, and came and
sniffed at the basket.
Perhaps she liked the smell of
onions!
Anyway, she sat down upon
the top of the basket.

S HE sat there for five hours.

* * * * *

I cannot draw you a picture of
Peter and Benjamin underneath
the basket, because it was quite
dark, and because the smell of
onions was fearful; it made Peter
Rabbit and little Benjamin cry.

The sun got round behind the
wood, and it was quite late in
the afternoon; but still the cat sat
upon the basket.
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